ALONG  THE   ROAD

handle-bars. Mothers pedal gaily along with
month-old infants sleeping in cradles fastened to
the back carrier. Messenger boys think nothing
of taking two cubic metres of parcels. Dairymen
do their rounds on bicycles specially constructed
to accommodate two hundred quart bottles of
milk in a tray between the two wheels. I have
seen nursery gardeners carrying four palms and a
dozen of potted chrysanthemums on their handle-
bars. I have seen five people riding through the
traffic on one machine. The most daring feats
of the circus and the music hall are part of the
quotidian routine in Amsterdam.

I think of the dunes near SchoorL Seen from
a little distance across the plain they look like a
range of enormous mountains against the sky.
Following with the eye that jagged silhouette one
can feel all the emotions aroused^ shall we say5 by
the spectacle of the Alps seen from Turin. The
dunes are grand 5 one could write a canto from
Childs Harold about them. And then? unfor-
tunately, one realizes what for a moment one had
forgotten, that this line of formidable peaks is not
looking down at one from fifty miles away, over
the curving flank of the planet $ it is just a fur-
long distant, and the chimneys of the houses at its
base reach nearly two-thirds of the way to the
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